LLL LL ALLL LAA LAA AAA L 





RRQ 


SS SO DMAMASASSS SSS 








LLLLLLLLLE VLLLLLLLLLLLL 
Vol. X, No. 18, Saptenibee: 5, 1994 


Nekkid Mermaid | Controversy—See Page ae 






N 
N 
N 
\ 


LLL 





HMMS SSS SS SSS SSS SSS 





ASS 





\ 


LLL 
Tee “Bob Ede ay $3 


Sterilize These People Now! 


kay, that’s 
enough ba- 
bies. 

Put a lid on it. 

We've repopu- 
lated. 

We've got the 
little creatures 
swarmin allover the 
jungle gyms like 
amphibious sea 
monkeys. 

We've got Pa- 
poose Women 
bringin em into 
McDonald’s and 
frightening the 
Guatemalan check- 
out boys. 

We've got stray 
bunny-rabbit shoes 
cluttering up the 
aisles of airplanes. 

We've got 


restaurants. El yucko. 

Yall didn’t have anything to do during the reces- 
sion, did you? But you could have thought of some- 
thing better than this. You can get free condoms at 
the clinic, for God’s sake. 

I don’t know, but I think it’s some kind of elabo- 
rate deal to screw up my life. A couple of weeks ago 
I was on an airplane and a lady had me watch her 
baby—I mean, actually touch the little booger— 
while she was in the back scoring some Baby Sup- 
plies from the stewardess. 

Also, ifeverbody is so goldang happy to be having 
these little bundles of satanic energy, then why don’t 
they look happy? It’s not like you see Baby Couples 
dancing in the aisles at Chuck E. Cheese. Check 
those Parent Faces: Mount Rushmore City. This is 
not a happy emotional state. 

So what is this about? Really. Tell me. Please. 





Bimbo in sd Tracy Wells fends off not only idie but Roddy McDowell, 
breast-feeding in Lois Nettleton and Sally Kellerman, too, in the lame sequel, Mirror Mirror 2. 


Maybe we can herd some of you people into therapy 
before it’s too late. 

Do you get tired of renting videos? Is that it? So 
one night you just say, “You know what, honey? I 
was thinking that, if we had a baby, we wouldn’t 
even have time to watch videos.” 

Is it a Boredom Thing? 

Is it an Immortality Thing? 

After all, if you just wanna look at one or play 
with one, you can always go next door. 

There are even people who are going over to 
Korea, roundin up rug rats, and bringing em back 
across the ocean. I don’t think Korea can pay us 
enough money to correct this imbalance of trade. 

And all of you complain about Barney. Don’t you 
realize? You created Barney. 

And all of you go to The Flintstones and youcome 
out saying “Oh, well, not as good as I thought it 


would be, was it?” Well, you created the goldurn 
Flintstones. As long as you women keep domino-ing 
like crazy, the studios are gonna be turnin out bland 
generic by-the-numbers Crapola Comedy for the 
whole fambly. 

Listen to me. You can stop now. We have quite a 
few. Enough to run the railroads, you know what I 
mean? 

Take up country line dancin or something, all 
right? 

I’m sorry, but we really don’t need this. 

And speaking of things that probly sounded like 
a good idea at the time, Mirror, Mirror 2: Raven 
Dance just came out, and it’s the sequel to one of the 
best horror flicks of the last four, five years. The only 
problem was, they forgot to make up a plot for this 
one. (It’s always those pesky little details that can 
make a flick go bad, isn’t it?) 

Anyhow, this is the old story of a nubile young 
girl and her catatonic brother who get dropped off at 
a Catholic orphanage that’s occupied by a punk band 
that rehearses in front of an old mirror and gets fried 
by lasers and reduced to alittle pile of smoking 
bones, and the teenage girl goes blind and the 
catatonic brother sits around playing the violin until 
Roddy McDowall and Sally Kellerman show up and 
try to make the girl go crazy so they can get her 
inheritance, and William Sanderson, of “Larry, 
Darrell and Darrell” fame, is the handyman who 
runs around doing stuff like sticking spiders in her 
bed while the nuns tell the girl to stop dancing so 
much and stay in bed and a mysterious guy named 
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Christian takes her on a date to the basement and 
plays some synthesizer music for her. 

Sure, we’ve seen it before, but have we seen it 
with this many solo Flashdance-ripoff dancing se- 
quences? 

In other words, we've got way too many cast 
members wandering around a nunnery for two hours. 

Unfortunately, they didn’t bring back the nasty 
girl from the first movie. And, even more unfortu- 
nately, we’ve got zero, nada, absolutely no sex, and 
there’s only about a lunchroom milk carton full of 
blood. 

Wimp Out. 

Nine dead bodies. Multiple blinding. One raven 
attack. Mirror licking. Table-saw to the back. Arm 
hacking. Gratuitous demon that goes by so fast you 
can blink and miss it. Spider Fu. Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for Tracy Wells, as the bimbo in 
peril, for saying “Does God hate me? Am I cursed?” 
and “My whole life is dancing”; Veronica Cartwright, 
as the spooky blind nun who prays “I beg of you, this 
must stop!”; Roddy McDowall, winner of the “What 
is he doing in this movie” Award, as the doctor who 
says “You must trust me—the drugs will work”; Lois 
Nettleton, as the bossy nun who says “Vanity is its 
own evil”; Sally Kellerman, as the nervous chain- 
smoking much older stepsister, for saying “We could 
actually be destroying her mind!”; Mark Ruffalo, as 
the weirdbeard guy hanging around the nunnery for 
no reason, for saying “You just gotta believe—you 
can have anything you want”; Carlton Beener, as the 
whiny violin-playing little brother who screams “I 
don’t like you anymore!”; and Jimmy Lifton, a triple 
threat as writer, producer and director, for the line 
“My God! What have you done?” 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


The Bill Plan: Shake your fist, stomp your feet and yell... 


Stop It, You Big Meanies! 


B illy Clinton is like this kid I knew in high school 
named Roger Trembley, who was always get- 
ting hacked off because somebody didn’t respect him, 
or somebody was doing something immoral, or some- 
body was just messin up. 

Like one time Roger and I noticed this kid named 
Larry was was about to steal some shoulder pads out 
of the locker room. I mean, we couldn’t prove that 
they weren’t his shoulder pads, but we e 
knew that, wherever he got em, they 
weren't supposed to be in his locker. 

And so there’s two things we could 
of done. 

The first thing is called the Joe 
Bob Plan. The Joe Bob Plan is where 
we wait until Larry has his locker 
open, and I go around the room saying 
“Has anybody seen those shoulder pads 
with the Magic Marker X’s on em? I 
left em out in the rain, and the coach 
is gonna kick my butt.” And then I just 
happen to notice em in Larry’s locker, 
and I say, “There they are! Thanks, 
man. I been lookin all over for these 
suckers.” And I just kinda take em, but 
I make Larry feel good about it. He’s, 
like, the hero. And we get the shoulder 
pads back. 

This is not the plan we used. Roger 
insisted on the Roger Plan. The Roger Plan is where 
you wait until Larry is in a room full of thirty guys 
and you start screaming at him about what a thief he 
is, and how you know he took the shoulder pads, and 
he better give em back or you're reporting him to the 
administration. 

So what happens when you do this? Either Roger 
and Larry get into a fight, or Larry runs off with the 
shoulder pads and they’re never seen again. (That’s 
what happened.) Because now, when it’s public, 
Larry has no choice. He’s forced to insist that he’s 
innocent. 

Well, Bill Clinton is exactly like Roger Trembley. 
A few weeks back he told China that they had a 
“deadline” to fix their human-rights record or he was 
gonna cut off all trade. In other words, he called em 
scum in a crowded locker room. So what did they do? 
They said, “Get out of my face and cancel the trade. 
We could care less.” 

Then, a few weeks after that, when a kid was 
sentenced to be caned for petty theft in Asia, Big 
Billy demanded publicly that they let the kid go, and 
treated em like barbarians. And so, at that point, 
they had to go through with it. 


Billy Billy Billy, listen to Joe Bob. 

There are people who care about getting the job 
done. 

And there are people who care about being 
morally superior to everbody else. 

Be sneaky about this stuff. 

I’m surprised I have to explain this to a good ole 
Arkansas ay like a 





Maxwell Caulfield (left) finds his true calling as an actor— 
as a sadistic killer cop and mama’s boy, in the Rodney King 
rip-off, Midnight Witness. 


And speaking of sneaky, they finally did it. 
Somebody figured out a way to put Maxwell Caulfield 
and Jan-Michael Vincent in the same movie, creat- 
ing a veritable B-movie orgy of furrowed brows and 
mumbledy-mouth dialogue. I’m talking about Mid- 
night Witness, the sixty-fourth movie based on the 
Rodney King case where somebody videotapes a 
police beating and zaniness ensues. 

In this case it’s Paul Johansson and his es- 
tranged girlfriend Karen Moncrieff who witness 
Maxwell Caulfield and his fellow blue-shirts beating 
the bejabbers out of a drug suspect. When they notice 
that they’re auditioning for I Witness Video, they 
bust into Johansson’s apartment, leave the wounded 
man there, and when he gets up and runs, they chase 
him out onto the fire escape, where he plunges to his 
you-know-what. 

Now the cops have the dead guy’s prints all over 
Johansson’s apartment, and guess who's the A Num- 
ber One suspect? Do you smell what I smell? 

That’s right. Road picture! Johansson and 
Moncrieff hit the road, run like the dickens, and 
Caulfield tries to get to em before they can get the 
tape to the media. Along the way they make the 


mistake of hitching a ride to Vegas with weirdbeard 
doper-biker Jan-Michael Vincent and his bimbo girl- 
friend, and they end up being kidnapped, slapped 
around, and blamed for another murder which I 
won't go into here because there’s way too much plot 
getting in the way of the story. 

It’s a pretty dang good one as these go, though. 
For a Rodney King picture, it’s probly the best one 
Ive seen. I'll have to wade through at least sixty 
more before I give it the definitive “Best” rating, 
though. 

Four dead bodies. Two breasts. One motor ve- 
hicle chase. Three Kung Fu scenes. Rodney King Fu. 


Drive-In Academy Award nominations for Karen 
Moncrieff, as the fed-up girlfriend who says “You 
don’t know what you want!”; Andy Romano, as the 
first police captain in recent memory who actually 
knows what he’s doing; the great Virginia Mayo, as 
Caulfield’s mom, a woman even more brutal than 
her son; Lenore Andriel, as a hooker in a leather 
halter top who doesn’t act like every other hooker in 
the movies; Maxwell Caulfield, one of the greatest 
slimeballs working today; and Jan-Michael Vincent, 
for making his 947th movie this year. 

Three and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Drive-In Theater 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
Saturdays at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 11 Pacific. 

September 3: Dark Tide: Brigitte Bako is a hot scuba- 
diving French-bikini-wearing gal who goes to a tropical island 
paradise to help catch deadly poisonous sea 
snakes, but she gets lured into the sacred pool 
of the Cave of the Snake and ends up being 
seriously sexually harassed by astringy-haired 
beefcake Michael Bolton-looking psycho 
played by the creepy Richard Tyson. Chris 
Sarandon is her weenie scientist boyfriend. 
Four stars. (Second feature: Night Eyes LIT: 
Shannon Tweed is a stuck-up Charlie’s 
Angels-type TV star forced to hire Andrew 
Stevens as her personal security guard when 
her creep ex-boyfriend won't take “Go away” 
for an answer. Pretty soon she’s making the 
sign of the Twin-Humped Ocelot with the 
hired help, but a rival security firm is sitting 
in the next room, taping all the good parts. 
Three stars.) 

September 10: Mind Killer: Great made- 
in-Denver low-budget goo-fest starring Joe 
McDonald as a dweeb loser who works in the 
sub-basement of the library and dreams of 
someday having a girlfriend. When he finds 
an old manuscript by a “mind-control” expert, 
he ends up as a pus-spewing intestine-head 
who almost devours beautiful librarian 
Shirley Ross, who is one of the greatest 
screamers in recent horror history. Directed and co-written by 
Michael Krueger. Three stars. (Second feature: Intimate Ob- 
session: First-rate erotic thriller starring gorgeous Jodie Fisher 
as the trophy wife of a high-powered attorney who has a torrid 
affair with ex-con bartender James Quarter. As usual in erotic 
thrillers, things are not what they seem. Four stars.) 

September 17: Lady Dragon 2: Brutal revenge flick starring 
Cynthia Rothrock as a karate champion who’s married to the 
biggest soccer star in Indonesia. When her husband is killed by 
vicious diamond thieves led by sadistic creepola rapist Billy 
Drago, she puts on some fitted blouses and starts kicking hiney. 
Two anda halfstars. (Second feature: Blood Harvest: Tiny Tim’s 
only starring role is a horror flick filmed in rural Wisconsin and 
based on the criminal career of Ed Gein, starring nubile Itonia 
Salochek as a college coed who comes home to her childhood 
farm, where she finds her parenis missing. Tiny Tim is the 
eccentric neighbor who has worn clown makeup ever since his 
own parents were killed under mysterious circumstances, and 
Dean West is Salochek’s whiny ex-boyfriend. Three stars.) 

September 24: Body of Influence: Nick Cassavetes is a 
Beverly Hills psychiatrist who videotapes all his sessions with 
bored housewives, even the ones he has sex with. Shannon 
Whirry is a wild woman who shows up one day and basically 


twists his body into a pretzel until he agrees to do anything, 
including murder people. And Sandahl Bergman is the sensi- 
tive confused young housewife who has hot sex with Nick on his 
couch and then Bode “You know what? This snag qualify as 





Michelle Bauer joins don Bob i in § kicking off “Attack of the Siecs Bees” 
month on Drive-In Theater. 


sexual harassment.” Two and ahalfstars. (Second feature: Night 
Rhythms: Decent erotic thriller starring Martin Hewitt as a 
late-night radio talk-show host with a sexy voice who gets 
women all hot and bothered—until the night when Tracy 
Tweed shows up, has sex with him on the console, and ends up 
dead on the floor, with Hewitt framed on a murder rap. Was it 
strip-club owner David Carradine? Was it sleazeball police 
detective Sam Jones? Was it bartender Deborah Driggs, 
station engineer Delia Sheppard, or any of six other lovelies 
parading their talents through this bimborama? Four stars.) 


“Attack of the Queen Bees” Month 


October 1: Veteran B-movie Scream Queen Michelle Bauer 
kicks off “Attack of the Queen Bees” Month as Joe Bob’s special 
guest and co-host. The evening features two of Michelle’s classic 
performances, in Dinosaur Island and Sorority Babes in the 
Slimeball Bowl-o-rama. 

October 8: Melissa Moore joins Joe Bob to discuss two of 
her ultra-low-budget classics, Hard To Die and Sorority House 
Massacre II. 

October 15: Vivian Schilling, the multi-talented B-movie 
queen, screenwriter and novelist, is Joe Bob’s special “Queen 
Bee” guest. First up is Future Shock, then Soultaker. 


If you see a buxom babe in Nebraska, just remember . . . 


The Lady’s Not Pert 


ere are a few of the words youre not supposed 
to use if you serve on the faculty of the Univer- 
sity of Nebraska at Lincoln. These are all taken from 
an actual document circulated around the school: 
“Articulate”: This word is considered offensive 
because it “suggests that 
‘those people’ are not con- 
sidered well-educated, 
articulate and the like.” 
Excuse me? 
“Barracuda”: “Many 
times directed at forceful 
women. Do not use.” 
“Buxom”: “Offensive 
reference to a woman’s 
chest. Do not use.” 
_ Excuse me again, but 
I think all this means is 
that a woman’s breasts 
are large. I don’t think it 
has any other meaning. I 
think it’s actually the 
most polite way to say 
that a woman’s breasts 
are large. 
“Chinaman”: “Unac- 
ceptable racial epithet.” 
“Deaf and dumb”: “Deaf People are not dumb.” 
Excuse me again—and I'll try to stop interrupt- 
ing the list—but the word “dumb” in this context has 
nothing to do with intelligence. It means “unable to 
speak” or “mute.” 
“Dutch treat”: “Implies that Dutch people are 
cheap.” 
“Feminine”: 
women.” 
“Foxy’: “Offensive description of awoman’s physi- 
cal appearance. Avoid.” 
“Ghetto”: “Avoid use. Has become a stereotype 
for poor minority community.” (Somebody tell Steven 


“Can be objectionable to some 


Victory Over Pessimism! 


The Elm Road Twin Drive-In in Warren, 
Oho, one of the last three drive-ins in the 
Mahoning Valley, recently celebrated its forty- 
_ third year, thanks to second-generation owner 
Robert S. Hreno, who has outfitted the place with 
- _ sound but fia the oa sire tee anyway, 


Spielberg to take it out of Schindler’s List.) 
“Housewife”: “Preferred term is homemaker.” 
“Lady”: “Avoid using this in place of ‘woman’ 

unless you intend shadings of meanings that de- 

scribe someone who is elegant, ‘refined, and con- 





scious of propriety and correct behavior. In most 
contexts this word is condescending.” 

Are you taking notes on this? 

“Low riders”: “Offensive reference to Hispanics. 
Do not use.” 

Are you kidding? Don’t tell em that on Friday 
night down on Sepulveda. 

“Pert”: “An adjective describing a female charac- 
teristic. Avoid usage.” 

Huh? 

“Petite”: “Reference to a woman’s body size. Can 
be offensive, use carefully.” 

Somebody tell Victoria’s Secret. 

“Stunning”: “Avoid physical descriptions.” 

Somebody tell Cindy Crawford. 

“Sweetie”: “Objectionable term of endearment. 
Do not use. See “Honey.” 

“Wheelchair”: “Preferred term is ‘uses a wheel- 
chair.’ Do not use wheelchair-bound or confined to a 
wheelchair.” 

Why don’t we just call it “the chariot of the 
blessed”? 

The person that wrote this is named Rosalie 
Maggio. 

Sweetie, I have a message for you: 

You're very articulate. 


Reviews by the Foreign Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


Hear MY SONG 


“Terrific little gem” of a romantic comedy that appeared on 
several 1991 “Top Ten” lists, starring “wonderful” Ned Beatty as 
the famed tenor Josef Locke, who leaves England in the 1950’s 
and goes into hiding in Ireland to avoid arrest on tax charges, and 
an “outstanding” Adrian Dunbar as the 
slick concert promoter Mickey O’Neill who 
hires a Josef Locke impostor, William 
Hootkins (“pure comic delight”), and 
promptly loses his audience and his girl- 
friend, the “adequate” Tara Fitzgerald, 
then must go in search of the real item. The 
“textbook-intense” David McCallum is “an 
amazing delight” as the policeman search- 
ing 20 years for Locke, even though some 
thought he overdoes it a bit with his “cheesy 
maniacal grin and laugh.” “Extremely funny, 
charming and light-hearted.” “Leaves you 
with a good feeling.” “Superb vocals.” “Ex- 
cellent score by the John Altman Jazz 
Orchestra.” “Heart-warming, but slips into 
farce and ends in a goofy, unbelievable 
turn.” “Ned Beatty could use some lip- 
synching coaching from Milli Vanilli.” “You 
can't beat a good fat guy.” “Lacks any strong 
center and becomes a big muddle.” “My 
mother might like it—little sex, no action, 
lame plot.” Two breasts. One motor vehicle 
chase. One explosion. Wrecking ball Fu. 
Cast: Shirley-Anne Field, James 
Nesbitt, John Dair, Stephen Marcus, 
Harold Berens. Writers: Peter Chelsom, 
Dunbar (“exceptionally fine”). Director: Chelsom. [Miramax/ 
Paramount. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 89. 


HE SPANISH VERSION OF 
DRACULA 


The “spellbinding” Carlos Villarias is an “eerie, monstrous 
standout” as Count Dracula, and Pablo Alvarez Rubio is 
“delightfully over-the-top” as the “very intense, very unhinged” 
“screaming lunatic” Renfield, in this “genuinely creepy” version 
of the Universal classic that was filmed at the same time as the 
original Dracula, from the Te 
same script and sets, but 
with Spanish actors some 
consider more chilling than 
the English ones. Lupita 
Tovaris “vibrant” and “con- 
vincing” as Dracula’s “lunch 
interest,” and Barry 
Norton is “very natural” 
as Juan. “It’s a real head 
trip to see something so 
familiar in such a different 
way.” “Villarias gives a bet- 
ter performance than 
Lugosi.” “The Spanish ver- 
sion is superior in every 
way, though the Van 
Helsing character 
(Eduardo Arozamena) is 
not well cast.” Minority 
opinion: “Everyone is 
stilted and bug-eyed.” 








Block hi, nro = 19 i 98). 


“Would sooner watch the Bulgarian version of Plan 9 From Outer 
Space....This chili con carne version is not without unintentional 
humor in many spots. ... Nothing I’ve heard about this version 
lives up to what I saw.” Ten dead bodies. One breast. Cast: Jose 
Soriano Viosca (“exaggerated” as Seward), Carmen Guerrero, 
Manuel Arbo (“standout”). Writer: Garrett Fort, from the 


Tara Fitzgerald and Adrian Dunbar are searching for the elusive tax-evading 
Irish tenor Josef Locke in the highly-rated gentle farce Hear My Song. 


novel of Bram Stoker and the play of Hamilton Deane and 
John Balderston, with Spanish adaptation by B. Fernandez 
Cue. Director: George Melford (“incredible that he didn’t speak 
Spanish”). [MCA/Universal. 1931/92.] Overall rating: 89. 


[L£t HIM HAVE IT 


“Compelling” “beautifully-made” “first-rate,” if “solemn” 
“dark” and “disturbing,” British docudrama based on the 1952 
trial of two South London teenagers convicted of murdering a 
ve officer. One of the boys, a shy epileptic with a head injury 
and an IQ of 66, “movingly” played by Christopher 
Eccleston, is tried and hanged, but the underage 
triggerman, Paul Reynolds, gets off with five years in 
prison. This study by director Peter Medak resulted in 
the case being reexamined by authorities. The film is 
carried by the “fabulous” performances of Eileen Atkins 
and Tom Courtenay as Eccleston’s beleaguered par- 
ents. “The matter-of-factness of the performances and 
factual record of this tragedy make a powerful argument.” 
“Shows what the fifties were like in Britain.” “Paul Reynolds 
has ‘psycho’ down beyond his years.” “Slow.” “Subtitles 
would have been helpful in some scenes.” Two dead 
bodies. Cast: Claire Holman. Writers: Neal Purvis, 
Robert Wade. [Fine Line/New Line. 1991/92.] Overall 
rating: 88. 


ANTONIA & JANE 


39 6 


“Absolutely hilarious” “well-acted” “comedy psycho- 
drama” that “plays like a British Woody Allen film,” 
starring the “terrific” Imelda Staunton as the “frumpy, 
nerdy,” uncomfortable, obsessive Jane, and the “out- 





standing” Saskia Reeves as the outwardly perfect but cruel 
Antonia, who have a lifelong love/hate relationship as they meet 
once a year for dinner and go through identity crises, lived out 
through their 
mutual psychia- 
trist, Brenda 
Bruce, in a “care- 
fully controlled” 
performance. The 
ending, involving 
a Michael Fein- 
stein song and a 
camera shot that 
encircles them, 
was considered a 
little “schmaltzy” 
by some, but most 
“loved it.” “A de- 
light! Enough to 
renew my faith in 
mankind.” “There 
seems to be a very 
loving, gentle sen- 
sibility at work 
here, co-existing 
with an ever- 
present sense of 
the absurd.” “An 
ongoing’ tech- L : 
nique of each Paul Reynolds in Let Him Have It. 
character seeing her life on TV and in movies is very funny.” “The 
film’s gimmick reminds me of the PBS series Talking Heads.” “I 
first thought the writing was outstanding, but halfway through 
the plot became predictable, leaving me feeling rather bland.” 
“Too many closeups, too much talk.” “Waltz of the Losers.” Seven 
breasts. Cast: Lila Kaye (“standout” as Jane’s mother), Bonnie 
Parker (“memorable” as the young Jane), Bill Nighy, Richard 
Hope, Ian Cuthbertson, Rose Gliberman. Writer: Marcy 
Kahan (“delightfully clever,” “sharp and witty”). Director: Beeban 
Kidron (“superb,” “amazing job”). [Miramax/Paramount. 1990/ 
92.] Overall rating: 88. 


[DELIcA TESSEN 
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“Pretty funny” “spellbinding” “ferocious” surreal French 
satire about a circus clown, “delightful” “comic and poignant” 
“marvelously expressive” Dominique Pinon, who moves into a 
rundown apartment building in the post-holocaust future and 
takes a job with a butcher, the “scary” “diabolical” Jean-Claude 
Dreyfus, who is cutting up his hired help and selling them to 
tenants and neighbors. Fortunately, the butcher’s “homely” daugh- 
ter, the “sweetly understated” Marie-Laure Dougnac, falls in 
love with the clown and saves him with the assistance of “under- 
ground troglodytes.” “In the great tradition of cannibalism com- 
edies. If this is what we get in return for sending Jerry Lewis over 
to France, we certainly receive the better end of the deal.” “More 
better characters and more better humor than your typical high 
culture cannibal movie. It has an interesting subplot involving 
rubber-suited, sewer-dwelling Rick Moranis look-alikes who try 
to steal the butcher’s grain.” “There are echoes of Barton Fink 
here, mixed artfully with the influences of David Lynch and Terry 
Gilliam.” “A knockoff of Soylent Green.” “Ten per cent of the sub- 
titles are difficult or impossible to read.” “The color photography 
by Darius Khondji is very unusual, stressing brown almost to 
the exclusion of all other colors.” Minority opinion: “Murky, 
pretentious shit.” Seven dead bodies. Leg rolls. Snail-eating. 
Rube Goldberg Suicidal Mechanism. One explosion. Cleaver Fu. 
TV antenna Fu. Cast: Silvie Laguna (“best actress in the whole 
film” as “the incompetent suicidal Aurore”), Karin Viard (“cer- 
tainly bounces those springs” as Mlle. Pliss), Rufus, Ticky 
Holgado, Jacques Mathou, Jean-Francois Perrier, Anne 
Marie Pisan, Howard Vernon, Chick Ortega. Writers: Jean- 






Brain-damaged epileptic Chris Eccleston (left) takes the fall for hotshot pal 


Pierre Jeunet, Gilles Adrien, Marc Caro. Directors: Jean- 
Pierre Jeunet, Caro. [Miramax/Paramount. 1992/93.] Overall 


rating: 88. 
eS I SLAND OF 
TERROR 


“Overblown” but 
“fast-paced” “good bad” 
British thriller starring 
Peter Cushing, who 
“puts his signature on 
the film and stands out 
as always” as “an in- 
trepid scientist” who 
goes to an isolated 
“labooratry” on an Irish 
island, where experi- 
ments to cure cancer 
have gone awry, creat- 
ing silicon-based mon- 
sters that suck the 
bones out of people. 
Cushing and fellow sci- 
entist, “standout” Ed- 
ward Judd, finally fig- 
ure out the only way to 
kill them—by pumping 
Strontium 90 radiation 
into the local cattle, so 
that when the monsters 
eat the cows, they’ll die. Meanwhile the rescuers stand around 
spouting the usual long-winded explanations, such as “It’s very 
difficult to explain, but there are some creatures loose on this 
island and they’re dangerous,” and “Science has its risks, but the 
risks aren’t enough to hinder progress.” Beautiful Carole Grey 
is “the calmest scream queen I’ve seen” as the rich girl/love 
interest. Everyone loves the sounds of the creatures sucking the 
bones out of people—‘“like slurping a milkshake.” “The special 
effects are crude but extremely effective, particularly in the 
delightfully disgusting scene where the monsters divide them- 
selves in puddles of wormy slush.” “The silicate monsters look like 
leftover miniatures from War of the Worlds.” “The radiation suits 
look like condoms.” “The same rubber body is used to portray 
every dead person.” “The out-of-control monsters were stolen by 
the Star Trek people, to become the Horta.” “The creature is too 
slow and jerky moving.” “Talk talk talk. Yap yap yap.” Sam 
Kydd, as Constable Harris, has the best line: “No face. Just a 
horrible moosh with eyes sittin’ in it.” Twelve dead bodies. 
Nineteen explosions. Hand rolls. Cast: Eddie Byrne (Dr. Land- 
ers), Sam Kydd (Constable Harris), Niall MacGinnis (Mr. 
Campbell), James Caffrey (Argyle), Liam Gaffney (Bellows), 
Roger Heathcote (Dunley), Keith Bell (Halsey), Shay Gorman 
(Morton), Peter Forbes Robinson (Dr. Phillips), Richard 
Bidlake (Carson), Joyce Hemson (Mrs. Bellows), Edward 
Ogden (helicopter pilot). Writers: Edward Andrew Mann, 
Allan Ramsen. Director: Terence Fisher (“solid,” “never dull”). 
[To order, send $16 to Scorched Earth Productions, 2201 S. 
Clayton, Denver, CO 80210. 1966.] Overall rating: 82. 


x3 EYES 


Animated Japanese fantasy “with feeble attempts at hu- 
mor” about a young Tokyo boy who wears a dress and meets a 
mysterious three-eyed immortal girl who desires to become 
human. (“The cross-dressing cartoon characters are dubbed in 
‘gay’ voices.”) Together they go to Hong Kong to locate the “Statue 
of Humanity,” which can satisfy her wish, but they find it’s in the 
hands of supernatural bad guys, with whom they must do battle. 
“The artwork and colors are quite pleasing to the eye, with 
marvelous renderings of light, shadows, smoke and fog. But the 
actual movement is still a bit stiff, often lapsing into the jerky 
style of cheap American Saturday-morning cartoons.” “Okay for 


the pre-adolescent Saturday morning cartoon set, but for those 
of us who want anime that doesn’t insult our intelligence and 
preferably appeals to our baser instincts, this just doesn’t cut the 
mustard.” “The English voice casting is lousy.” Four dead bodies. 
Demon-fighting. Blood barfing. Drag queens. Giant bird mon- 
ster. Three motor vehicle chases. Thirty-eight explosions. Kung 
Fu. Firearms Fu. Voices: Eddie Frierson, Rebecca Forstadt, 
Eleni Kelakos, Michael McConnohie, 
Joyce Kurtz, Jeff Winkless, Steve 
Kramer, Bodie Plecas. Director: 
Daisuke Nishio. English-language dia- 
logue: Kramer. English-language Pro- 
ducer/Director: Carl Macek. [To order, 
send $18.95 to Streamline Pictures, P.O. 
Box 691418, West Hollywood, CA 90069. 
1991.] (Also reviewed by the Animation 
Committee, which gave it an 86.) Overall 
rating: 81. 


[HE SILK ROAD 


There were wildly varying reactions 
to this “choppy,” episodic, “unfocused,” 
hopelessly complicated but “spectacularly 
beautiful” Chinese-Japanese epic, set in 
the 11th century, about a young scholar, 
Koichi Sato (“sleepwalks through the 
role”), who is impressed into military ser- 
vice and has a doomed romance with a 
warrior princess, the “lovely” Anna 
Nakagawa. Many prefer the violent sub- 
plot about various ethnic groups killing 
each other for control of trade routes, 
especially the performance of Toshiyuki 
Nishida as the “properly gruff’ commander of the Chinese 
mercenaries, “the most passionate performance” in the film. His 
adversary is Takahiro Tamura as a “lizard-blooded, greedy 
bastard” of a warlord. “There is one truly breath-taking battle 
depicting the night siege of a fortress, with flaming arrows, 
catapults, battering rams and thousands of soldiers.” “A weird 
Arabian Nights flavor.” But a majority hated it. “They have a lot 
of people with nothing to doin China apparently.” “Incomprehen- 
sible series of swordfights on horseback in the desert.” “Perhaps 
atad too much manly warfaring.” “Bland, undistinguished battles 
with no real life to the fights.” “How much credit can you give for 
panoramic shots of sand?” Based on a prize-winning novel called 
Dun Huang, which was inspired by the archeological discovery of 
the Thousand Buddha Caves in the Gobi Desert area of China. 
“Probably best for kids.” 1,000 dead bodies. Flaming arrows. 
Kung Fu. Sword Fu. Cast: Tsunehiko Watase. Writers: 
Tsuyoshi Yoshida, Junya Sato. Director: Sato. [Vidmark. 
1990/92.] Overall rating: 79. 


[HE MIRACLE 


“Dreary, slow, depressing” British drama, but with a “magi- 
cal feeling,” starring the “outstanding” Niall Byrne as a Dublin 
teenager who dreams of performing in the circus and becomes 
obsessed with visiting American stage actress Beverly D’Angelo, 
who he believes is linked mysteriously to his own past—and she 
turns out to be his mom, whom he believes to be dead. With 
Lorraine Pilkington in a “show-stealing” performance as 
Byrne’s spirited girlfriend in a relationship that’s “too friendly to 
be lovers and too close to be friends,” and Donal McCann, 





/ supervisor, Atlanta. CO 


“undistinguished” as Byrne’s father. “Oedipus Rex Meets The 
Commitments at an Irish seaside amusement park.” “Nice sax 
music by Courtney Pine.” “Starts off great, but plummets at the 
end.” “Cast of dumb Irish white people.” “The miracle is that this 
movie got made.” “It’s still going on and on and on and...” Two 
dead bodies. Writer/Director: Neil Jordan. [Live. 1991/92.] 
Overall rating: 78. 





Thousands of Japanese guys, disguised as Chinese guys, are about to attack the 
city, in The Silk Road. 


[HE TALE OF RUBY ROSE 


“Dull” “dreary” “grim” “bleak” Australian “talkfest,” “a bi- 
zarre absurdity” with a “primal, pagan feeling” set in the myste- 
rious interior mountains of Tasmania in 1933, starring the 
“whacked-out” but “convincing” Melita Jurisic as a woman cut 
off from civilization from an early age who has a wildly supersti- 
tious view of the world and leaves her husband Chris Haywood 
to set out on a perilous cross-country journey to locate the 
grandmother she only dimly remembers. “The ominous and the 
foreboding pervade the film, but very little ever actually hap- 
pens.” “They all just talk and talk and talk.” “It’s in English, but 
subtitles would be nice.” “The herd of sheep is terrific.” “A perfect 
critics film—lots of long shots and pretty pictures.” “Melita 
Jurisic gets the Kathy Bates Award—the Batesy—for the least 
colorful manic-depressive performance in a foreign or domestic 
role.” “If bleakness and spiritual paranoia were drugs, the lonely 
Ruby would be top-shelf dope.” “Everyone will look forward to the 
scene where Melita Jurisic takes a bath—with her grandmother.” 
“One of the best Depression-era Tasmanian mountain people 
movies about superstition and spiritual renewal I have ever 
seen.” “Ultimately pointless.” Melita Jurisic has the best line: 


“The light keeps the dark away.” “At 101 minutes, it’s twice as 
long as it should be.” “This is the only film outside of Bugs Bunny 
that features a live Tasmanian Devil.” Two dead bodies. Four 
breasts. One Tasmanian devil. Possum-skinning. Dead walla- 
bies. Cast: Rod Zuanc, Sheila Florance, Martin Sanderson, 
Nell Dobson. Writer/Director: Paul Scholes. [Hemdale. 1987/ 
92.] Overall rating: 73. 





he stunning 

Lisa Pescia, 
the original Body 
Chemistry girl and 
one of the guests on 
last year’s “Femme 
Fatale Month” on 
Joe Bob’s Drive-In 
theater, .1s- in 
Galveston, Texas, 
to make The Dark 
Dancer, an erotic 
thriller starring 
Shannon Tweed 
as a psychotic strip- 
per who becomes a 
serial killer. Lisa 
plays Shannon’s evil 
mom (in flashback se- 
quences), the woman 
who turned _ her 
daughter into a mon- 
ster 20 years ago. Lisa 
has gone uptown re- 
cently, as a recurring 
character on Seinfeld, 
but promises not to 
forget her drive-in 
roots. 

e 

Every topless 
dancer with a breast 
size larger than 48 
(you think we're jok- 
ing, but there are hun- 
dreds of them) now 
runs a fan club and 
puts out a newsletter, 
but our friend Elliot 
James of Las Vegas 
is sort of the world’s 
greatest authority (he 
writes a column in 
Score magazine called 
“Boob Beat”), and he 
says the best newslet- 
ter/fan club belongs to 
a dancer named Eu- 
rope DiChan, a 
blonde with two enor- 
mous talents frequently seen at Flash Dancers, a 
club in midtown Manhattan. To get a sample of 
Europe’s wares, write: Europe DiChan, P.O. Box 
770347, Lakewood, OH 44107. 

€ 

Industrial noise, underground movies, surreal 
poetry, Satan metal, Santeria spirit music, and books 
by Aleister Crowley and Muammar AI Qaddafi 
are just a few of the items you can find in We Never 





... Wherein we report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
the out-of-€he-mainstream, ano the 
Loonie fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, comic books, and ofher 
places where misfits dwell. 





Lisa Pescia plays the evil mom from flashback hell in 
the upcoming erotic thriller, The Dark Dancer. 


Sleep, a 16-page 
newsprint catalog 
that seems to be in- 
spired by anarchy 
of all kinds. Besides 
all the usual Ameri- 
can stuff, they also 
sell stuff from un- 
derground distribu- 
tors in Europe like 
Discordia in Ger- 
many, Black Death 
in Sweden, and 
Terra Musica in 
Switzerland. It’s 
sorely needed in 
these times of ram- 
pant censorship in 
music stores, video 
stores and _ book 
stores. Just ask for it: 
We Never Sleep, P.O. 
Box 92, Denver, CO 
80201. 
€ 
If you buy one of 
the Livon wines from 
Italy, you might no- 
tice a winged mer- 
maid on the label, a 
drawing originally 
done by Art Deco mas- 
ter Erte for a series 
called The Numerals. 
But look closer. 
There’s something 
Erte didn’t count on: 
the mermaid is clad 
in a bikini top! This is 
thanks to the U.S. 
Bureau of Alcohol, 
Tobacco and Fire- 
arms, which found the 
label design “offen- 
sive” and made the 
United States the only 
country in the world 
where it can’t be sold 
au naturelle. But 
wait, there’s more. 
The label was banned for the first time way back in 
1986. Since there were already 4,000 bottles of Livon 
wines in a West Coast warehouse, the importer had 
to spend weeks hand-painting the labels. Then the 
government relented slightly, agreeing that the 
mythic mermaid could be naked, but without breasts. 
Round three occurred in 1990 when Angelini Wine 
Ltd., a New London, Connecticut, importer, docu- 
mented that the label was “a recognized piece of art 


work.” The ban was lifted for one year. That decision 
was reversed in 1991. Ironically, Erte himself had 
died in 1990, at the age of 98. The artist best known 








sets for the Ziegfeld Follies, the Folies Bergere, and 
Broadway, completed his series The Numerals in 
1968. It’s a series of drawings depicting the numbers 
zero to nine in human forms. Livon bought the rights 
to the series in 1982, and selected the numeral “5” for 
the distinctive label. It’s actually a reversed “5,” used 
as a “C” for Collio, the region of Italy where the wine 
is produced. You now know more about it than the 
Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms will ever 
know. The importers vow to continue the fight, by 
the way, to return the mermaid to her topless glory. 
e 

Webb Wilder, the marble-mouthed satirical 
raving-and-rhyming country singer last seen in his 
own Corn Flicks as a goofball private eye, is soon to 
surface again in Position of the Bodies, an indepen- 
dent flick made in Pecos County, Texas—which, for 
those of you from out of state, is literally in the 
middle of nowhere. Meanwhile, Webb has a fourth 
album out and is touring France and Scandinavia 
with his band. 

eS 

Of all the various Libertarian publications out 
there, the most consistently intriguing is a little 
four-page flyer put out by the Albert Jay Nock 
Forum & Southern California Supper Club, and the 


Linda retires those bowling balls to make way for family fare. 


H.L. Mencken Forum & Los Angeles Supper Club— 
two lecture series that sponsor appearances by weird 
visionaries like Paul MacCready, inventor of the 
first human-powered plane and GM’s electric car, as 
: well as more traditional Liber- 
tarian speakers. The articles 
they reprint are full of no-non- 
sense support of unbridled per- 
sonal liberty (a subject dear to 
our hearts), and they include 
everything from wry commen- 
tary on the Magna Carta to 
tough reporting on the 
government’s shameless anni- 
hilation of the David Koresh 
community in Waco. To get 
the flyer (especially valuable 
if you live in Southern Califor- 
nia), write: Albert Jay Nock 
Forum, 90370 World Way Cen- 
tre, Los Angeles, CA 90009. 
e 

Linda Shayne, best 
known to readers of this news- 
letter as “Bootsie Goodhead” 
in the exploitation classic 
Screwballs, is continuing her 
illustrious career by directing 
a family movie (!) in Salt Lake 
City. How I Saved the Presi- 
dent is the story of a nine- 
year-old boy, a cat and a dog 
who ... well . . . save the 
President’s life. Linda has a thing for kids’ pictures, 
having previously directed Purple People Eater, and 
has written several screenplays (including Screw- 
balls). Oh yeah, there’s one more thing we remember 
about Linda. She was the Salmon Queen in Human- 
oids From the Deep. What a woman. Linda hates it, 
by the way, every time we mention she played 
“Bootsie Goodhead.” (Sorry, Linda.) 

e 

Videoteur is a raggedy guide to the cheapest, 
strangest and obscurest underground videos being 
made today, most of them culled from the Lucky 
Charm Awards, the Seattle video competition run by 
Kelly Hughes, who also puts out Videoteur. This 
40-page quarterly is mostly brief synopses of “docu- 
mentaries” like Dick and Jane Drop Acid and Die, 
music videos, cheesy comedies (Attack of the Mutant 
Roadkill and the Vampyre Zombies from Beyond the 
Grave), home-made X-rated erotic videos, horror 
(Conrad Brooks vs. Werewolf), and a few short ar- 
ticles by filmmakers telling how they were able to do 
a feature for $9.95. If you’re a filmmaker with no 
money, or you're just into the cheapest of the cheap, 
you ll want to check this out. Send $10 for four issues 
to: Videoteur, 2319 N. 45th St. #181, Seattle, WA 
98103. 
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You, too, can order your own pretzel scissors with the alluring promise of. . . 


No Squeezing or Gripping 


o you get thirty mail-order catalogs a day? 
I get thirty mail-order catalogs a day. 

I get so many mail-order catalogs that some- 
times I look inside and I can’t even identify the 
product they’re selling. I just got one called “Atti- 
tudes” out of Sunnyvale, California. (If you read the 
fine print, “Attitudes” is owned by Super Locomo- 
tion, which is owned by IDEC 
Corporation. Who are these 
people—space aliens?) 

And so I open up this cata- 
log at random, and the first 
thing I see is a wicked-looking 
black steel pretzel called “A 
better way to cut paper.” And 
you read the description and it 
says thisis aset of OLO Rolling 
Scissors, which can cut cleanly 
through three sheets of paper . 
at once “without the squeezing 
and gripping that makes hands 
ache.” Fifteen bucks. 

Now my question is, are 

there actually people out there 
in America who get this catalog 
in the mail and scream, “Honey! 
You won't believe what I just 
found! It’s those three-sheet scis- 
sors we've been looking for so 
long.” 

And, by the way, the OLO Rolling Scissors are 
featured on the same page with the Pawbell Pet 
Doorbell (so your dog can touch it and tell you when 
he wants to come in), the Aero Bed (it inflates itself 
in forty-five seconds), and the Mini Lantern (a com- 
bination fluorescent light and flashlight in one high- 
tech black container—“great around the house, camp- 
ing, fishing, boating, at the shop or office”). 

So there you have four products that not only 
was I not looking to buy, but I didn’t even know they 
existed till the Attitudes catalog came in the mail. 

What’s going on here with the catalogs? Wasn’t 
it about ten years ago that everbody said the mail- 
order business was dead? Didn’t everbody believe 
that, once you had malls, you didn’t need to order out 








of catalogs anymore, unless you lived in someplace 
like Driggs, Idaho, where they don’t havea mall? But 
the number of people with no access to a mall is 
probly less than five per cent of the population. 
And why is it that, when people did start order- 
ing from catalogs, they started ordering stuff that, 
let’s face it, is better ordered in a store, where you can 
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actually look at it and touch it? One of the biggest 
mail-order businesses in the world is Victoria’s Se- 
cret, and we're talking about some of the most 
personal and intimate stuff a woman can buy, or a 
man can buy for a woman. You would think you 
would wanna try it on, you know what I mean? 

But the strangest thing of all is that lately I get 
a lot of catalogs with names like Buffalo Nickel and 
Out West and Sundance, and basically what they’re 
selling is old Mexican bench chairs and wrought- 
iron umbrella stands and hand-made coyote art and 
unfinished window cabinets and other stuff that 
Grandma has in her garage. 

In fact, it’s the same stuff that Grandma probly 
ordered through the mail fifty years ago, before she 
found out that she could just go down to the mall and 
get the stuff she really wanted. 

People even buy suits from catalogs. In fact, 
people buy so many suits from catalogs that all the 
best tailors are going out of business. 

Pretty soon people’ll be using catalogs to get 
married ... Whoops! I forgot. They already are. 

Somebody explain this to me. Please. 
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Dear Joe Bob, 

I share your ha- 
tred of hypocrisy of 
AIDS. I could go ona 
really long rant 
against Dr. Galloand 
his incredible con- 
duct since the start 
of the AIDS epi- 
demic. I think the 
story of greed and 
lying connected with 
this will be one of the 
scandals of the century. Unfortunately, the public 
and the journalists reporting about AIDS have so 
little scientific background that they can’t even ask 
the right questions. And gullibly accepting what the 
CDC and Gallo say has virtually stifled all other 
inquiries. 


Joe Bob's 


Absurdly yours, 
Barb McDonald 
Columbia, Mo. 
Dear Barb: 
I think that someday we will know the whole 
story of AIDS. And we'll still ignore it. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I put up yer column heah in the Seminary, and 
the priests and seminarians all loved it, especially 
the film summaries at the end (twelve dead bodies, 
etc.). Some of em didn’t quite get it, though. But the 
seminarian high sheriffs let us watch whatever, 
usually (cept X-rated stuff). 

I was a little worried, though. Has you been 
hangin’ around Yankees or something? Seems like 
ya losin’ ya accent, if you know what I mean and I 
think you do. I mean, in your column, you said 
“every” instead of “ever”! Mebbee it was just a typo, 
but I’m a tad worrit about you, Joe Bob. 

Remember, without eternal vigilance, it could 
happen here! 

Lawrence E. McGauley 
St. John’s Seminary 
Camarillo, Calif. 
Dear Lawrence: 
Everbody makes misteaks. 


Joe Bob: 

I don’t know where these Reuter-writers get 
their facts, but I seem to recall in your first book you 
said two guys from Jersey had the first drive-in. Now 
these business writers claim some guy in Newton, 
Mass., invented the drive-in. How do you suppose 
they got so far off base? 

Because they’re foreigners, maybe? 

James McC. Yeager 
Bethesda, Md. 
Dear James: 
In 1933, Richard Hollingshead of Camden, N.2J., 





8 to the Hopeless 


invented the drive-in. 
In 1991, the last 
drive-in in New Jer- 
sey—the Route 35 
Drive-In in Hazlet— 
was shut down by guys 
from Massachusetts. 
So they got it ex- 
actly bass-ackwards. 


Dear Joe Bob (“Is that 
bird doo-doo on his 
hair, or what?”) Briggs: 

I really think you need another category tomake 
your Hubbies complete: “Best Bad Girl.” Since it is 
the “bad guys” (either sex) that makes most of these 
flicks click, and your “Best Bad Guy” category seems 
to be for male baddies only, I think you should tip 
your hat to all the sexy villainesses out there, being 
as they are (at least for me) much more exciting to 
watch than the male villains (and usually the hero- 
ines, too!). 

Maybe I’m biased, since female villains are my 
numero uno cinema interest: I have over twenty two- 
hour tapes of just “bad chick scenes” culled from 
hundreds of movies. There is nothing that gets my 
attention more than a sexy-but-evil villainess plot- 
ting... seducing... fighting... killing... and 
hopefully getting her “just rewards” in suitably nasty 
fashion at the end of the last reel. 

Some of my own fave bad girls from the past year: 

Lana Clarkson—the lesbian governess in The 
Haunting of Morella, who uses female blood to 
resurrect her decomposed former lover, both of whom 
dabbled in the Black Arts. 

Brinke Stevens—who plays the transsexual killer 
in Bad Girls From Mars, and does her famous “hand 
grenade in the mouth” routine. 


Victory Over Communism! 


Red’s Crescent Drive-In, five miles north of 
Crescent City, California, is still packing em in, 
sometimes as many as 250 a night, and was 
recently described by the local paper as “the 
center of Del Norte County culture.” It’s still five 
bucks a carload, and the favored snack bar 
special is “Red’s Famous Triple-Header’—candy, 
popcorn and a drink for $1. Owner Leon “Red” 
Thomas not only runs it personally, but he had 
his first date there, in 1954, with his wife Jessie. 
Red is so dedicated that, when the dread “Friday - 
the 13th” storm of 1981 knocked down his screen, 
he put it back up the next week. It’s that kind of 
diligence that has people driving to Red’s from as 
far as fifty miles away. Kay Rocco and Gayle 
Lampi, both of Eureka, remind us that, with 
eternal vigilance, the drive-in will never die. 
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Ty Randolph—the dyke warden in Caged Fury, 
who did her time in the fetish biz, like Michelle 
Bauer. 

Maria Chambers—the evil implant doctor in 
Street Asylum . . . supposedly “anti-sexual” but is 
electrocuted when she 
drops her wired vibrator 
control into the john. 

Sincerely, 

James McCoy 

Big Lake, Tex. 
Dear Jimbo: 

You must be psychic. 
We just added the “Best 
Femme Fatale” category 
to the Hubbies. 


Dear Joe Bob, 
Have you noticed 
that the animation on 
Ren & Stimpy looks dif- 
ferent this season (and 
not for the better)? 
How come every 
goldurned time some- 
thing (especially car- 
toons) gets a widespread 
following they (the es- 
tablishment) always ru- 
ins it by, in this case, 
making the animation 
“slicker” and writing it 
in more of a “booger humor” manner? Also, why in 
episode 2, season 2 was only the first half new 
material and the second half skits from last season? 
I feel as though Nickelodeon is trying to screw the 
general public. Piss on them! 
Disappointed in season 2, 
Tom McHugh 
Medford, Mass. 

Dear Tom: 

They fired the guy who created Ren & Stimpy, 
but they kept doing Ren & Stimpy. It’s like one of 
those newspaper cartoon strips, like Blondie and 
Dagwood, where the cartoonist has been dead for 
fifty years, but they forgot to tell us. 

Youre right, it’s sick. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I am writing to pass on some stuff that I thought 
you would like to know about. 

1) Material on the government-funded war on 
men in Canada. Canadian feminism is more poison- 
ous than American feminism for a variety of reasons, 
which I won’t go into here. The biggest festival in the 
annual Canadian feminist cycle is the ritual celebra- 
tion of the killing of fourteen young women in 
Montreal by a deranged boy named Marc Lepine. 
You may have heard of this. 


The feminists have been able to use this to 
incriminate all men, with considerable help from 
sundry journalists, and Canadian men have by and 
large been pinned down by shame and unwilling to 
stick their necks out and say “Bullshit.” Much to my 





Ren and Stimpy, victims of the dreaded “booger humor” epidemic. | 


surprise, Toronto Life has said “Bullshit.” The article 
is well researched and well written and not at all 
what I expected from what is essentially a vehicle for 
fashion advertising. I have included a photocopy of 
the article for your information. 

I’ve also included a copy of a letter I wrote to the 
editor of the Vancouver Sun. In it I criticize clowns 
who started the White Ribbon Campaign, in which 
they urge men to accept the feminist interpretation 
of the Lepine killings and uncritically support all 
feminist campaigns against male violence. I particu- 
larly like the draft version, but it was too long for 
publication. Please feel free to use this as you see fit. 

Finally, a book you would really like just came 
out in Vancouver, released in time for the Christmas 
trade. It’s called Not Politically Correct, and it sold 
out completely so you can’t get a copy right now. I 
thought you would like it so I’ve included a partial 
photocopy for your delectation. How about a deal? 
You send me a copy of Iron Joe Bob and I'll send you 
a copy of this book when the stores restock it. I’ve just 
read Fire in the John, and I'd love to see Jron Joe Bob. 

Keep up the good work, 
Doug McKegney 
Vancouver, B.C. 
Dear Doug: 
Are you saying there’s a species of feminists even 
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more rabid than American feminists? 
Excuse me while I get my hunting rifle. 


Dear Joe Bob, 
Something’s been peskering me lately: Just what 
if JFK left Jackie for Marilyn? I mean, youre a 
Texan, what do you think? 
Your faithful reader, 
Ralph McDaniel 
San Francisco 

Dear Ralph: 

Not a chance. No way, Jose. Uh-uh. I mean, 
Marilyn was the greatest-looking woman of her day, 
and she had these enormous headlamps, and they 
say she would do anything to... Yeah, it could have 
happened. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

How come I feel like a rube being taken in by the 
good ol’ boy XX Perot? Is this what billionaires have 
come to? What is Jane fonda’? 

Sincerely, 

Keith McGill 

Rodeo, Calif. 
Dear Keith: 

It’s not that you’re a rube. It’s that we all think 
he’s a rube, and therefore we can trust him. 

Believe me, he’s a cold-eyed Yuppie in rube’s 
clothing. 


Dear Joe-Bob, 
Hey! Check out what specials Thrifty Drug Store 


has for Black History Month. Do you think maybe 
Malcolm X used any of these products? 

P.S. Do you like to swap recipes? Yesterday I 
made myself a Spam, peanut butter and sardine 
sandwich with mustard and sprouts on a raisin 
English muffin. It was pretty good. I washed it down 
with a glass of good old San Francisco tap water, 
which, according to Consumer Reports magazine, 
doesn’t have as much lead as Detroit’s water supply. 
So, how’s the lead in your pipes? 

Ralph McDonut 
San Francisco 


Dear Ralph: 
You forgot the anchovies and wheatgrass. 





his Week's Contest 


Karl Engle of Indialantic, Florida: “'m looking 
for a film title. I saw this one on cable in Nag’s Head, 
North Carolina, back in May or June of 1989. It’s in 
color and about a nerdy high school student (white) 
bullied by a big and burly, but bright, high school 
student (also white). The bully apparently tries to 
get the wimpy guy to stand up and fight for himself 
by intimidating him. There’s a big stand-off in the 
school yard. The nerdy principal steps in to stop a 
fight; the bully clocks him in the face (?). The entire 
student body bears witness.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


Inthe May 30 issue, Donald Gardner of Yakima, 
Washington, described a movie he saw “on the Late 
Show in about 1957. A man and woman were ship- 
wrecked on an island. The moss on the island grew 
on the bodies of the people. By the time a boat was 
near enough to see the people they were unidentifi- 
able.” 

We received five correct answers, SO Our winners 
were chosen by drawing. And they are... 

Paul & Christie Lange of Alexandria, Vir- 
ginia: “The movie is Attack of the Mushroom People. 
The film, from Toho International Productions, was 
originally called Matango, but was sold directly to 
TV in the United States under the Attack name. 
Seven (not two) people were shipwrecked on a (what 
else) mysterious island. They started eating the 
‘matango’ mushroom which was the only edible 
around, but it also turned anyone who ate it into a 
seven-foot-tall human mushroom. The last man 
manages to escape in a small boat, but he changes 
shortly after reaching civilization.” 

Additional information came from our four run- 
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ners-up... 

Gregory Nicoll of Atlanta: “Attack of the Mush- 
room People was a 1963 Japanese thriller co-directed 
by Inoshiro Honda, who helmed many of the Godzilla 
movies. The plot concerns some shipwrecked tour- 
ists who succumb to creeping fungus and eventually 
become human pizza toppings. The story is told in 
flashbacks by a survivor, and thus I have long 
suspected that the Japanese filmmakers lifted the 
entire concept without due credit from the classic 
and oft-reprinted horror short story ‘A Voice in the 
Night’ by the British author William Hope Hodgson. 
Hodgson’s story was originally published around the 
time of the first World War, and it tells of a ship’s 
crew hearing a mysterious human cry out in the 
middle of the sea. A lifeboat pulls alongside in the 
darkness, and the unseen castaway tells them of an 
uncharted island where a’shroom-like fungus over- 
took his stranded shipmates. He grimly warns the 


sailors to keep sailing, and then he rows away. One 
of the sailors briefly shines a light on him, and they 
see that he is covered with gray mold! Although 
Hodgson is better known for his two classic fantasy 
novels The House on the Borderland and The Night 
Land, this short story is quite familiar to fans and 
collectors. Apparently the gang in Tokyo liked it a 
lot, too!” 

D.L. Bogart of Joplin, Missouri: “Attack sup- 
plied one of It Came From Hollywood’s campier film 
clips: In a totally spontaneous (and unnecessary) 
musical interlude, the heroine sings her heart out (in 
Japanese, despite the film’s English dubbing) while 
a pipe-smoking sailboat captain steers to the beat 
with all the rhythm of Popeye the sailor.” 

Bob Campbell of Weymouth, Massachusetts: 
“I am not positive about the film to which Donald 
refers. However, I can give the original source, 
which is the classic 1923 short story ‘Fungus Isle,’ by 


Joe Bob JacKen Back fore an Encore! 







These high quality jackets have a charcoal gray wool body with red 
leather sleeves, collar and pocket slits. On the back is a full color chenille 
patch with the Joe Bob Briggs logo and extra stitching to read “Joe Bob 
Briggs is a close personal friend of mine.” Yourname plus “Bob” (i.e. “Mary 
Bob” or “Sam Bob”) in red script on the left front costs $6 extra. First 
deadline for ordering is October 15. Allow 8 weeks from that date for 
delivery. Specify size—men’s XS/ 16-18, S/36, M/38, L/40-42, XL/42-44, XXL/ 
46, XXXL/46-48, 4XL/50-52. Please use form to provide shipping address 


and fill out the following: 


$ Jacket $155 (XXLor larger $170) Size 
$ (Texas residents add 8.5% sales tax) 

$ Name on front $6 

$ Shipping $5 Name on Jacket 

$ Total Daytime phone 


jh-priced catalog!”—Ellen Gonella 


em .’—Keith Blue 





Five Minutes to a Sixties Sleazefest 
Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘5 Minutes To Love’ for only $10! 


Sendinnowforayear’ssubscription (new, renewal or giff) 
of The Joe Bob Report and get the 1965 exploitation classic 5 
Minutes To Love starring Rue McClanahan as you've never 
seen her before for only $10. Don’t miss Rue’s rousing perfor- 
mance as “Poochie, the girl in the shack” back when she was 
cranking out sleazy B movies. Offer expires October 31, 1994. 


[| Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus 5 Minutes | 
To Love video—S$80 in foreign countries. 


L_| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


2 Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Name 

Address 

City St 
Charge Card # 
Check one: MC ___ 
ere 


ae Seen 


Visa ____ Exp. Date 





_ Ordering information fc prep (peers 
_ binders, orlist of back 


‘Cappuccino My Bult’ Mug 


This 15-ounce ceramic sipper is white with ‘Cappuccino 
My Butt’ on the front in black. (Other side says: “When did 
everybody go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpes 
to this new idea that a fourteen dollar cup of Tahitian Vanilla- 
Wombat Espresso will turn you into an art director for music 
videos?”—Joe Bob Blogey ) $9. iE a $2.90 lela 
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Philip M. Fisher. In the Japanese 
film version of this story, Attack of 
the Mushroom People, the invasive 
plant lifeis fungus, not moss. How- 
ever, in the 1982 Creepshow, 
Stephen King played a luckless 
wight overgrown by grass from a 
cracked meteor. Perhaps Donald 
combined these two films in his 
memory, as I have done myself.” 
Tim Murphy of South El 
Monte, California: “The flick is 
nota flick, but rather an episode of 
a television show, Suspicion. It 
was an anthology show on NBC, 
running from September 1957 to 
September 1958, with some epi- 
sodes being rerun during the sum- 
mer of 1959. Ten Suspicion shows 
were produced by Alfred 
Hitchcock’s Shamley Productions. 
Hitchcock even directed one show, 
but not the one Donald is asking 
about. Donald’s episode is titled 
The Voice in the Night, and starred 
Barbara Rush and James Donald. 
Arthur Hiller directed from a tele- 
play by Stirling Silliphant. 
Silliphant used the William Hope 
Hodgson story of the same title as 
the basis for his script. Inciden- 
tally, the Japanese film Attack of 
the Mushroom People is essen- 
tially the same story, but I doubt 
that Hodgson’s marvelous short 
story is acknowledged as source 
material. The show was originally 
aired May 26, 1958.” 









_ Joe Bob’s Classifieds 





Fanzines 





Pathetic Life is the diary of a fat slob, yours 
for the usual. 24 Ellis Street #141, San 
Francisco, CA 94102. 

Scream Queen Zines! A one-stop, cutting- 
edge mail-order source for over 1,000 titles. 
Beautifully illustrated 120-page catalog 
includes: fringe/exploitation film, anima- 
tion and sex periodicals. Send $3 to Xines, 
Box JB-2, 1226-A Calle de Comercio, Santa 
Fe, NM 87505. 





Miscellaneous 





Visual Art Access helps artists get ahead! 
Brochure: Box 2880, Santa Fe, NM 87504. 
& 

Joe Bob has a few openings on his volunteer 
“Board of Drive-In Experts” which screens 
and rates videos to get a consensus opinion. 
No pay, but your opinions published and 
credited. State qualifications to Joe Bob, 

P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 





Posters 





Get tacky! Send $2 for the world’s punniest 
catalog of horror, sky-fi and sleazoid movie 
posters. The Poster Pit, R.D. #3, Box 195, 
Catawissa, PA 17820. 


Video Trades 


Mary Hartman, Mary Hartman: Will trade 
videos for your early episodes of MHMH. 
Write J.P., P.O. Box 781, Crestview, FL 
32536. 








Wanted: Videos of GLOW wrestling. VHS. 
Need badly. Thanks! J.J. Box 6209, 
Pittburgh, PA 15212. 


“dealers. Just send information 





Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


- 
| | 
| | 
| | 
| Place a personal ad or message, | 
| sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! | 
| Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge | 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 
| forget your signature and expiration | 
| date) or mail your ad with check pay- | 
| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box | 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 
| appear in approximately three weeks. | 
| Display advertising is $75 per inch. | 
| | 
| | 
| | 
oa 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 
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